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Nigel had seen a lot of things in his long musical career, but nothing made him any sadder than the spectacle 
before him now. He and David sat in some bar (for the life of him he couldn't remember the name and when 
the night was over he was hoping to forget it'd ever happened anyway) and looked out over the emptiness. Not 
a single soul showed up at the gig that night, and all the two men could do was sit and stare. 


‘Well, that's not entirely true,’ Nigel thought. At least one was one person there. A very old man was drying 
glasses behind the bar and quietly putting them on a shelf. The chairs were neatly pushed in at each table as 
if no one had been to the bar all day. The stools had all been lined up in a straight row as if someone had 
taken great care that evening to do so. Nigel's thoughts were only broken by David's sigh. 


‘I'm starting to think this was a bad idea, mate," David said quietly. "No one is here, and we paid a lot of money 


to advertise this show. Promoter really screwed us over this time." 


"Could be worse, it could have been your wife promoting us," Nigel said, hoping his comment broke the ice 


rather than thicken it. 
"| suppose you're right," David said, the look on his face amused but could not be considered a smile. 


All was quiet and David sighed again. Nigel thought the two of them going on tour together and playing acoustic 
versions of their old songs would be a big hit. They even had a clever name for the duo: Tuf Hub. The 
combination of their two names had to be something everyone would recognize. Their promoter even thought 
it foolish to put their names on the flyers that were hanging around town. The thought made Nigel's temper 
flare up and he turned to David to vent when something caught his attention. 


There was a light behind David's head. The illumination was much too bright and cast a shadow over David's 
face. His blonde hair was golden and he sat perched on the barstool on the crappy stage in the tiny bar like a 
sad angel. He was looking down at the floor, slowly spinning his guitar pick in his hand, deep in thought. Nigel 
hated to see David like this, not just because they were friends or band mates, but because Nigel loved David 
and always had. 


As children, the boys had played together and even the first song they composed was written together: All 
the Way Home. The thought made the brunette smile and at that moment the blonde looked over at him. 


"What?" David asked. 
Nigel looked away for a moment. "Nothing." 


David kept gazing at Nigel and eventually Nigel told him part of what he had been thinking. "| was just looking at 


you and thinking about the first song we ever wrote." 


A tiny smile crept across David's face and he began to nod in remembrance. Nigel looked over his shoulder and 
saw that the bartender had retreated elsewhere, and the rock stars had the place to themselves. 


It started to rain. Nigel heard the distant sound which did little to break the silence hanging over the room like 
thick mist. The sound only seemed to make the room feel a little smaller. David turned to look out the window 
and Nigel took this time to drink in the blonde's appearance. He was wearing impossibly tight jeans and a white 
shirt with the sleeves cut off. Not much had changed about the men over the years, the brunette mused. 
The only thing that was different other than the fame and the drummers (who seemed to keep inexplicably 
dying) had been that Nigel's love for David only grew. 


Had Nigel only known that David felt the same way he would have made his move years before. But instead, 
David sat quietly, breathing in Nigel's scent that had been an aphrodisiac for longer than he could remember. 
Rather than turning and ravaging Nigel right then and there on the tiny stage, he kept his eyes on the window. 
Nothing to do now but sit and wait for the check that they were promised at the end of the night. 

Something about David's sadness began to make Nigel uncomfortable. Rather than spend the whole night 


moping, Nigel made a suggestion. 


‘Let's play it! 

David turned and looked at him. "Play what?" 
"All the Way Home" 

"Why?" David asked but was clearly intrigued 


Not wanting to say he loved to see his band mate's smile radiant white smile and that it made everything 


right in his world, Nigel simply told him, "Why not?" 


David took little time in shifting his guitar into a playable position when a bold proposition struck his mind. 
Before David realized he was saying it, he heard his own voice say, "Want to help me?" 


Nigel glanced at him, uncertain if he could contain himself. He knew what David meant but asked for clarity just 
the same. Just like on the bus, years ago, Nigel sat beside David and plucked the strings as David held the 
guitar and fingered the chords. There was something to be said about the mindset it took to do that. It was 
like the two men became one for just a short while and that the music bonded them together in a way that 
couldn't happen between anyone else. Something about it felt unique and special, and unless two people shared 


the complete mindset, this simply could not be done. 


Nigel stood behind David and placed his hand on David's back and tapped his foot to the beat. 
"One, two, three, four..." 


The two sang and played in perfect unison, each thinking of the day they wrote the song. Two boys, sharing 
the biggest part of their lives together and going through the ups and downs of fame for years and managing 
to stick together through just about all of it..it made Nigel's heart swell. At one part in the song, David turned 
his head and flashed his radiant smile and Nigel could take no more. His hand slid quickly up the back of David's 
spine and he placed his other hand on David's cheek and leaned in for a swift but gentle kiss on the mouth. All 
playing ceased at that very moment with an odd twanging sound and Nigel pulled away almost instantly, blush 
creeping across his shocked face. David's expression mirrored Nigel's only for a moment, but soon his 
expression eased and he pulled on the front of Nigel's shirt until he was eye-level and breathlessly asked a 


simple question 
"What took you so long?" 


Relief washed over Nigel, cleansing him from head to toe and David hastily placed his guitar in it's case on the 
floor and leaned back up to return the kiss that had been broken much too quickly. Nigel's shock had no time 
to dissipate but only grew as David opened his mouth and kissed Nigel slowly and with incredible passion that 
had been building for years. David took his time and seemingly made love to Nigel's mouth with his own, taking 
his time and never loosening his grip on Nigel's shirt. Only when Nigel encircled David with his own arms did 


David dare to move positions, this time wrapping both arms around him and entangling his fingers roughly in 


Nigel's hair. Nigel felt his breathing pick up as if he was running, and soon he was out of breath. He did not 
break the kiss though he felt he might pass out, only opened his mouth and allowed David's tongue access. 


David tasted the inside of Nigel's mouth, enjoying its sweet flavor. The guys seemed to forget where they 
were for a few minutes as they kissed, the frenzy of it slowing as Nigel was pulled into David's lap so that he 
straddled him. David held Nigel's behind to keep him in place, massaging it slowly and rubbing his back sweetly. 
Their kissing slowed to a halt and finally they pulled their lips apart, only to rest their foreheads together, 
eyes closed and breathing heavily. 


The sound of the bartender clearing his throat made their eyes snap open. They looked over at the old man, 
arms crossed, dangling a piece of paper from two of his fingers. His frown said exactly what he was thinking, 


but all he said was, “Here's your check, now you boys get out of here." 


Nigel scooted off of David's lap and the two stood dumbfounded as the man walked through the employees only 
door behind the bar. They looked at each other and then at the check. 


"That's enough for a hotel room, isn't it?" David asked calmly. 

"That's enough cash to get a hotel room for four days," Nigel answered nonchalantly 

"When is our next show?" David asked, not caring about the answer. 

"Five days," Nigel answered and then turned to David. “There's a hotel around the corner: 

David snapped his guitar case shut and the two nearly ran out the door. By the time they reached the hotel 


the rain had stopped, but they were already soaked, not that either of them cared. The only thing they cared 


about was a bed, a locked door and four long days of absolute bliss. 


